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INTRODUCTION

Figure: Andrew Wyeth’s, Her Room
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Abstract

I have observed that architecture is not sufficiently understood.
This problem is largely due to the fact that the language used to
describe architecture is broad and convoluted. This language is
also divided into two categories which describe the denotative
and connotative nature of architecture. It is easier to understand
the denotative nature of architecture than it is to understand the
connotative nature. As a response to this issue, my project aims
to explore the connotative nature of architecture through telling
stories about the home from the architecture’s point of view. The
purpose of my thesis is to explore the language of the connotative
nature of architecture
This is accomplished first by identifying the mode of communication
which is both the simulacrum and storytelling. From there, they are
broken down into three sub-concepts: poesies, quotidian, and
verstehen. Each of these sub-concepts inhabit an important role
in this project; poesies - the poetic image and text; quotidian - the
house; verstehen - Andrew Wyeth’s watercolors.
The simulacrum is made up of three spaces of the home: the sitting
room, the kitchen, and the bedroom. These spaces are inspired by
various paintings by Wyeth and have accompanying stories. This
project aims to explore the connotative nature of architecture,
while continuing to acknowledge the denotative nature, in order
to strengthen the understanding of the architectural language in its
entirety.

Figure: Andrew Wyeth’s, Spring Landscape
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DENOTATIVE LANGUAGE
the literal or primary
meaning of a word

the primary function of
architecture

tangible: aesthetic +
utilitarian
describable
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CONNOTATIVE LANGUAGE

definition

an idea or feeling that a
word invokes in addition
to its literal or primary
meaning

in
architecture

the idea architecture
implies, secondary to its
primary function

similar
terms

intangible
indescribable

definable

indefinable

physical

metaphysical

prose

poesis

immediately understandable

verstehen

mundane

quotidian

Architecture + Language Problem
Denotative + Connotative Nature
The larger problem I have observed in the world is that architecture
is not sufficiently understood.
Predominantly, architecture is understood by its utilitarian and
aesthetic value. This is because architecture is made up of a broad
and complex language and the easily understood portions of this
language it pertain to architecture’s denotative values.
However, this excludes the intangible moments in architecture, the
moments that are profound and wherein the architecture seems
to speak. These moments are an equally important aspect of the
architectural language as they describe the connotative values of
a space. The language of the connotative nature of architecture
should be understood better.
As a note, there are a lot of terms in this matrix that will show up
later in the book - this page is a useful tool if confusion arises while
reading the rest of the book.
As an architectural student about to join the field of architecture, I
embrace the challenge of identifying the connotative architectural
language.
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SIMULACRUM
something that
replaces reality with
representation

QUOTIDIAN
ordinary or everyday,
especially when
mundane
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STORYTELLING
the act of reciting
the intrigue or plot of
a narrative

VERSTEHEN
an empathetic
understanding of
something

POESIS
the creation of
something that did not
exist before

Purpose Statement
Simulacrum + Storytelling in Architecture
The purpose of my thesis is then to learn to describe the intangible
aspects of architecture through story telling and and the creation
of a simulacrum. I am using simulacrum to mean something that
replaces reality with representation and storytelling is the act
of reciting the intrigue or plot of a narrative. Simulacrum and
storytelling are not entirely separate from one another.
To foster the skill of describing the intangible in architecture for
myself, I will discuss it through an accessible lens to allow myself to
better relate to the topic. In this case, the lens is storytelling by which
quotidian architecture is the main character and the emotional
perception, or mood, of the space dictates the plot. Quotidian in
this instance means everyday. From the superimposition of narrative
in a simulacrum where previously there was none to bring forth an
understanding that is similarly missing, there is a kind of poesies.
I am using the word poesies to mean the creation of something
that did not exist before. By broadening my understanding of the
indescribable aspects of architecture, I am encouraging a sense
of verstehen for everyday architecture that I otherwise would have
disregarded. Verstehen means to have an emotional understanding
of something.
Ultimately, by strengthening my intellectual grasp on the
architectural language, I open the possibility of disseminating
the knowledge to other architectural students, architecture
professionals, and perhaps the general public.
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Preceding Texts
Standing on the Backs of Giants

The essential texts of architecture and storytelling to me are Douglas
Darden’s Condemned Building, Louis Kahn’s Between Silence and
Light, and Peter Zumthor’s Atmospheres.
Darden examines creating a completely fictive world of
architecture that disparages common architectural allegories. Kahn
uses short stories to describe the creation of space. Finally, Zumthor
attempts to give specific terminology to describe the intangible
aspects of architecture.
I was encouraged by the writings of these architects as they all
contributed three different possibilities that I shared an interest in.
With Darden I was encouraged by his fictive environments. With
Kahn his storytelling was what inspired me. Zumthor set forth a
manner of describing architectural elements that I found to be
useful to describe the intangible.

Top figure: title page of Darden’s Condemned Building
Center figure: cover of Kahn’s Between Silence and Light
Bottom figure: cover of Zumthor’s Atmospheres
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SIMULACRUM + STORYTELLING
Poesis
Verstehen
Quotidian
Simulacrum
Storytelling
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Poesies
The Practice of Architecture
Architects are poetic beings because architecture is the practice of
poesies. This practice of poesies is compromised of the poetic text
and the poetic image.
The poetic image is notable for its newness which acts as an
equalizer to the viewer. Or as Gaston Bachelard identifies "by
its novelty, a poetic image sets in motion the entire linguistic
mechanism. The poetic image places us at the origin of the
speaking being." In this case Bachelard is drawing the connection
between the novelty of the image and the ability to speak on it.
Poetic text in regards to architecture are the descriptions that
come from the reaction to poetic images. They fall squarely in
the category of connotative language as they contribute to the
underlying meaning of architecture.
Through poesies we can create a different meaning that both
draws and expands upon the normative social meaning.
Generally, architects are skilled in the act of making or creating the
poetic image, however, we must not ignore the poetic text that
corresponds to the image.

Figure: Ut Pictura Poesis (the picture is the poetry) by Charles Francois
Hutin
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Verstehen
Understanding Space

I chose to write stories based on Wyeth’s watercolor work because
his subject matter was the home, it was moody, and it was devoid
of human figures.
Essentially, Wyeth had created a traditionally narrator-less rendition
of everyday architecture that imbued the viewer (myself) with the
emotional atmosphere of domestic spaces.
In his own words, “I search for the realness, the feeling of a subject,
all the texture around it... I always want to see the third dimension of
something... I want to come alive with the object.”
It became to me the ideal artistic space to begin superimposing
a narrative into as I could create a narrator from the architectural
elements instead of the expected human narrator. It was an
opportunity to create an empathetic understanding of the
architecture through anthropomorphic elements.
Wyeth also framed his paintings in a really compelling manner that
only revealed a portion of the room. This helped establish a focal
point and thereby the essential architectural elements that saturate
the room its specific emotional perception.

Top figure: Wyeth’s Big Room
Middle figure: Wyeth’s The Wood Stove
Bottom figure: Wyeth’s The Bedroom Studies

23

Denotative Genealogy of Elements
The Fireplace
Timber Framing
Steep Roof
4 over 4 Facade
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Quotidian
Everyday Architecture

After working with Wyeth’s work for some time certain architectural
elements became apparent and attributable to Pennsylvania
German Folk Houses
Generally, folk architecture is understood to be designed and
built without the assistance of a formally trained architect and
is associated with small or rural towns. It is “little-a” architecture
instead of “big-a” architecture.
The Pennsylvania German Folk House tends to be formally utilitarian
and conservative, represents a community’s embedded wisdom
regarding problems and solutions, and is adapted to the local
environment and as such reflects the natural characteristics of its
site.
Pennsylvania German Folk Houses identifiable features are steeply
pitched gabled roof, stone, brick, log, or frame construction, four
over four front facades, usually two fireplaces, two and a half stories
tall.
It is an ideal example of architecture that fulfills a basic human
need while still possessing strong perceived spatial conditions that
accompany its conceived spatial conditions.
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Denotative Genealogy of Space
The Sitting Room
The Kitchen
The Bedroom
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Simulacrum
Fictive Architecture

The concept of the simulacrum embodies poesies, verstehen, and
quotidian in architecture. The purpose of creating a simulacrum
is to create a fictive representation of architecture that replaces
the need for a physical space to discuss the building through
storytelling.
The creation of a simulacrum is important to my project for three
reasons: to provide the viewer a space free of preconceived spatial
notions (poesies), the ability to frame precisely what can be viewed
(verstehen), and to create slow, but understandable, architecture
(quotidian).
The simulacrum is made up of a series of poetic images
which allows us to create the corresponding poetic text. By
framing the views available to the audience, I can constrain
which architectural elements are meant to be further understood
through the combination of the images and the story. To use the
architecture of the home is to use architecture that is commonly
experienced for great lengths of time. Because of the time spent in
the home, the emotional connection to it is quite strong as opposed
to any other everyday architecture that is either too fast or not as
commonly experienced.
My simulacrum for this project lies two degrees separated from
reality. The first degree of separation came from when Wyeth
fictionalized the folk house and the second degree came from
when I adapted Wyeth’s watercolors.
The very concept of the simulacrum removes the unnecessary
elements of space from the narrative. In this case I decided the
important elements were the bedroom, the kitchen, and the sitting
room because traditionally Pennsylvania German Folk houses
were divided up into three spaces: the kammer, kuche, and stube.
Investigating these spaces were the vital portion of my project. This
is evidenced in my the road map of my process.
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Degrees of Fiction
The Big Room > The Sitting Room
The Gas Stove > The Kitchen
The Bedroom Studies > The Bedroom
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RESEARCH
PRECEDENT STORIES
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Simulacrum
Architectural Scenes within a void
The Bedroom
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The Kitchen
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The Sitting Room

32

The Void
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Storytelling
Fiction + Architecture

The concept of the story is simple enough, we craft narratives to
explain how or why events transpired in a certain way. In Richard
Kearney’s words, “every story shares the common function of
someone telling something to someone about something.” The
role of the story teller has long-held an important role in society,
from Shamans to historians, storytellers are generally respectable
figures. The purpose of fictive narratives also finds its root in providing
explanations for the inexplicable.
For my project, I am using stories to describe the intangible elements
of architecture that are not sufficiently understood. Storytelling is an
effective teaching method as it challenges the student to come up
with a fictional and personal description of the topic.
It is also valuable because generally the lessons that are embedded
in stories are more memorable than facts and figures.
In an act of poesies, architects develop and design buildings that
initially are fictive, an act which explores the denotative nature of
architecture.
To then tell stories about the architecture investigates the intangible
elements that speak to the architecture’s connotative nature.
Telling fictive stories about the fictive architecture of the simulacrum
will strengthen our understanding of the intangible.

Left top figure: from the graphic novel Building
Stories by Chris Ware
Right bottom figure: from the graphic novel
Building Stories by Chris Ware
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TALES OF THE FOLK-HOUSE
The Sitting Room
The Kitchen
The Bedroom
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Once upon a time, there was
a folk-house...
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The Sittin

40

ng Room
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The fireplace waited as the people gathered around
her eager to glimpse her innate wisdom. She straightened,
standing taller than everyone around her. The fireplace
surveyed her surroundings.
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She observed the corner of the room, hiding in the
shadows. She noted the ceiling who was protectively
watching the gathered crowd. The floor was naturally offering
its unending support.
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The fireplace sighed and leaned into the wall,
whispering, “there is such harmony in this space.”
The wall replied, “yes, and at the heart of this harmony
is you fireplace. For it is you who people are drawn to, you
who is the oldest of the space, you who is unmovable.
Fireplace, you are truly irreplaceable.” The fireplace only
smiled and nodded slightly, she bore her responsibility to
provide light, warmth, and comfort to the home in a proud
but subdued manner.
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Without the fireplace,

48

there is no folk-house.
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Deputy to the fireplace, the corner casts a watchful gaze
over the room. She is the very boundary that allows for the
group to gather, to feel at ease and protected from out the
outside. Just as the fireplace contains its primal element of the
fire and is made of the wisest material, the idea of the corner
belongs to the ancient conceptualization of the hut.
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She encompasses more than just people, the wall
contains other architectural elements as well. This task
requires a great sacrifice on her part, as in order for the others
to exist she must bid farewell to a portion of herself. The wall is
selfless enough to do this without complaint.
In fact, by acting as a secondary support to many of
the other elements, the wall becomes well socialized with
them. She is constantly chattering with the other elements,
happily inquiring after them. Her favorite interactions come
when she finds herself joining with another wall, creating a
corner.
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The corner is cozy, protected. The corner is also moody,
their shadows they create seem to be isolated to just their
small portion of the house. The wall relishes being included in
such an interaction.
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Without the corner, th

56

here is no folk-house.
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The floorboard belongs to the lowest level of the
hierarchy inherent to the sitting room. She is short, wider than
she is tall, but she is strong. The floorboard supports the weight
of the ever-present as well as the ever-changing weight of
the figures as they mingle in the room. She is well acquainted
with the weight of the table and well adapted to the
movement of the crowd.
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She is also truthful; the floorboard will let out a groan
when the shift in the room happens too suddenly. She
expresses her true self through her material appearance.
Even through the violent process in which her first home, the
tree, was sawn down and torn apart piece by piece, the
floorboard still show cases her form. The grain of her skin marks
her as an imperfect surface, but not an undesirable one.
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The floorboard is beautiful and expansive and
cherished. Yet in the social hierarchy of the room, the
floorboard is the endmost element. Even so, she is important.
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Without the floorboard,

64

, there is no folk-house.

65

The Kit

66

tchen

67

68

The window stands open, allowing for the heat
produced by the stove to escape to the outside. The window
was the liminal zone between interior and exterior and acted
as one of the entry points for air outside of the house.
The bacon popped on the stove, releasing another bubbling
of steam and grease. Without the window, the scent would
be trapped in the room. While the chimney vented the stale
air out, it was the window who provided fresh and clean
oxygen to the room. She was waiting for another breeze to
come replace the air that had just been sucked from the
room.
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Finally a breeze passed by and she shuddered in
the frame as its cool air brushed past the window and into
the house beyond. As the wind blew through her, she felt
the herbs growing on her sill rustle ever so slightly. She took
particular interest in the rosemary, which had sprouted
enough to be pinched off and thrown in with the skillet with
the bacon. She relished the smell of the toasted rosemary as
she once again inhaled the odors from the room.
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The window would tirelessly continue to return air to
the room until she was closed. Afterwards she would rest,
exhausted from the duty of shepherding new air into the
room.
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Without the window, t

74

there is no folk-house.
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The door was the portal between the interior and
the exterior of the house. She would offer greetings and
farewells as people gathered and left. By passing under her
rectangular frame, she created a sense of arrival.
The door is sometimes closed and locked. When this
occurs, she acts as a pillar of safety and control. She halts
the movement in and out of the house at the whim of her
occupants.

77

78

She prefers though when she is flung open and may
welcome everyone within the home. This unabridged access
makes her feel warm and welcoming rather than cold and
closed off. She loves the influx and efflux of people coming
and going as they please, increasing and decreasing the
occupancy of the house.
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The door knows she fills two different roles, and
assuming the proper character is key to the success of her
endeavors. When she is closed she must be domineering
and watchful. When she is open she may be carefree and
receptive.
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Without the door the

82

ere is no folk-house.
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The summer beam suggested movement with the
gesture of her body. While physically she was a stable and
stagnant object, the reach of her arms across the room
indicated motion.
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She also helped define the boundary between the
indoors and the outdoors, adding horizontal support to the
walls, ceilings, and floor above. Even by supporting the
floor for an unseen space above her, the summer beam
continued to encourage movement within the house.
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She did this all quietly, not many people notice her.
She believed in an innate refinement that belonged to doing
your job well and without bravado. So she would continue to
whisper suggestions of movement into the room.
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Without the summer bea

90

am there is no folk-house.
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The Bed

92

droom

93
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grow.

I stand at a steadfast height, but I’ve watched you

At 5, you were wiggling when you parents first started
documenting your height against me, the faint pencil line
jogs back and forth.
At 8, you stood on your tiptoes as your parents laughed
and ticked off your height against me, the pencil tick is
untruthful.
At 10, you had just finished a growth spurt and your
parents were boasting about how you were going to be a
professional athlete if you continued growing at that rate, the
mark was strong against me.
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At 13, you were tired of being measured and pestering
your parents to hurry up which resulted in a fight. You never
ended up being measured that day, instead your mark was
made when you slammed the door in me, resulting in a crack
along my corner.
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At 18, you were measured a final time before leaving to
make your way in the world. You hadn’t gotten taller for quite
some time, but out of tradition you allowed yourself to be
measured again. You were taller than your parent making the
mark and the line is appropriately slanted.
Even as you maintain an unchanging height, I
remember how you grew.
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Without the door frame, the

100

e folk-house has no memory.
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I hold dear the mementos of times that have passed.
Even as you forget, I remember.
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The scratch deeply etched in my surface from the time
you manically decided to redecorate your room in the late
hours of the morning. When you pushed the metal frame
of your bed against me, I felt part of my skin give way in a
scratch. You hardly noticed and if not for the change of the
layout of your furniture you would not remember that night.
Yet I remember your panicked footsteps beating against me,
one, two, one, two, as you paced the room moments before
disfiguring my surface. Even as you forget, I remember.
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I also remember the day you found out I was imperfect.
The day you found out a portion of my limbs were not
securely tied down and could be pried up, exposing the
joists beneath me, providing a hiding place. It’s a wonder
how quickly you filled that hiding place with small keepsakes.
Notes, trinkets, currency, I still hold on to them even as you
have long forgotten that they were tucked under me. Even
as you forget, I remember.
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Without the floorboards, the

108

e folk-house has no memory.
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I have watched as what I encompass changed.
At first, I enclosed people with long skirts and buckled
shoes. This continued on for quite some time, but eventually
I bore witness as the skirts grew shorter and buckled shoes
became obsolete. In those formative days, I usually was laid
bare, undecorated and utilitarian sporting only a coat of
whitewash and occasionally a mirror was nailed into my flesh.
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And then suddenly, I was used for storage. While I was
once meticulously cared for, patched and made to be free
of insects, no one seemed to care anymore. I encompassed
furniture with cloth draped over it and boxes piled high. Dust
seemed to coat my entire face. Time seemed to elongate
then, with no humans to judge the passing minutes, hours,
days, years.
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But one day, the boxes and furniture were removed.
Sneakers treaded across the floor as you came to repaint me.
You filled my surface with posters and photographs. You filled
my interior with different furniture. You filled the space with
life.
I will continue to watch as time changes, marked only
by what my inhabitants dictate I can cast my gaze upon.
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Without the walls, the folk

116

k-house has no memory.
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The E

118

End.
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Appendix A
Previous Work
Reaching this methodology and outcome was an extremely iterative process full of trial and error. By no
means did I start with the idea of creating my own stories about architecture. Rather, I started by recreating
architectural elements within existing fairytales and from there I went everywhere from adapting a nursery
rhyme to describe a memorial to trying to recreate phenomenological experiences in video. Because of the
process to get to my final product today, I can confidently say that you can use storytelling to learn something
about architecture in a multitude of ways.
Baba Yaga

from Slavic Myth
circa 19th century
(first English edition)

City Mouse and Country Mouse
from Aesop’s Tale
Petrosinella
circa 20th century

Chem Trails

from American
Urban Tales
circa 2oth century

from The Pentamerone
circa 19th century
(first English translation)

(first English translation
of the ATU Index)

The Brass City
from 1001 Nights
circa 18th century
(first English edition)
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Architectural Elements
• entrance sequence
• visible fenestrations
• hidden fenestrations
• structural system
• interior stitching
• lighting system
• hanging plaques
• guided objective views
• connection between buildings
• glass facades
• mirrors
• Bourgeois's sculpture

Phenomenological Elements
• body of architecture
• sound
• material compatibility
• temperature of a space
• surrounding objects
• between composure and seduction
• tensions between interior and exterior
• levels of intimacy
• light on things
• architecture as surroundings
• coherence
• the beauty of form
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Appendix B
Previous Stories
Stube: architecture’s (self-important) monologue
The home has a lot to say, the sitting room in particular, a place of gossip and connection, is
an exciting epicenter of architectural interactions.
“Come warm yourself within my stone,” the fireplace purrs to the floorboards.
“That is alright, the light from the window keeps me quite warm,” the wood croaks in response.
“Only if to dull your luster,” the fireplace coos, “come here and you will be vivid blaze within
my encompass.”
The stone of the fireplace attempts to seduce the wood, enticing it to enter. Its erotic sparks
a siren call to the wood. But what if the fire was one day successful in its seduction of the
wood? Would it then devour the rest of the home, its gluttony tearing apart the very enclosure that keeps it shielded from the elements? Would It be so bad? The stones of the
fireplace have already endured centuries of exposure, why now should it be so coddled in
the embrace of the home? As it stands, the fireplace exists in a liminal space between the
indoors and outdoors. Not just in its materiality but is form as well. Its chimney extends past
the gables of the roof simply to offer a means of escape to the smoke and soot the fireplace
would surely produce would it be able to entrap the sumptuous wood. A thought passed
suddenly by the fireplace; I am the heart of the home. It was true of course, at least to the
fireplace, as it offered warmth and light. It was bragged about when visitors came to the
home, the fireplace was admired for great lengths of time. Cheap imitations were made
of it to be displayed on screens through modern day technology, but it never could quite
encompass its heat, intensity, or brightness. Yes, the house was important to the fireplace
and as such it would cease its seductions for the time being, retreating to embers. However,
the fireplace was important to the house, and the home should remember that when once
again the fireplace’s lecherous hunger flared.
“Stop shoving your nails into my flesh,” The walls hiss at the mantle.
“The ebony, glass, and paper are too heavy for me to carry alone,” the cypress grumbles
back to the plaster.
“Are you that vain, that you could not insist on being made of a stronger wood.”
“Are you that obtuse to realize I did not choose the parameters of my existence.”
So similar, bearing the same weight as one another with only texture serving as a cue that
they are not one in the same, and yet they bicker. Their argument continues to muddy their
understanding that they are, in fact, one of the reasons the sitting room remains calm and
inviting. They are the true seduction of the room, holding Knick knacks and little family treasures. Odds and ends which craft a familial warmth to the room. The mantle and the wall
work together to uphold symbols of family value, they uphold the very reason to enter the
room. The mantle and the wall are the reason one is enticed to seek reprise in this room. Their
bickering is reminiscent of a sibling squabble, being comfortable enough to argue with each
other, but knowing neither will be abandoned without just cause. Their interdependence on
one another and their polarity is another poetic portion of the room. Their squabble, plain for
anyone to observe, is compelling and thus brings visitors into the room.
“Oh how I adore you, because of you my stone is luminescent!” The bust quietly exclaims.
“Because of you, the light I allow to trickle in has never been so strong.”
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“You make me approachable, almost warm.”
“You make me an artist, casting my shadows over your every curve and carving my own
masterpiece out of light.”
The window and the bust could make exclamations of love to one another all day. These
declarations only served to stroke their own ego, but out of generosity they kept that to
themselves. In reality, the window disliked the bust very much, it was quite heavy to be sitting
on its chipping frame. It also caused the window to reflect only its profile when the window
was the portal through which the outside world was framed. Oh how the window longed to
nudge the bust off its ledge, shattering it squarely in or outside of the house did not matter to
the window, only that the bust stopped obstructing the views in and out of the sitting room.
While the window contemplated the morality of such defenestration, the bust was longing
for legs. Its deepest desire was to wander around the meadows that surrounded the window, to march further into the hills beyond. But the window only mocked this desire, cruelly
letting in the view, but not letting the bust out. The window had found the perfect balance
for this punishment, letting in just enough of the outside world for the bust to maintain interest,
but keeping the outside just out of grasp. The bust allowed itself to daydream, its mind wandering to its often visited scenario wherein a passerby glances in the window and is taken
aback by the bust’s beauty. On a whim the outsider breaks the glass, reaches inside the
sitting room, and snatches the bust. The outsider then maintains the bust forever as its travel
companion. The bust would be confined only to the outdoors, never again subject to spend
its life in the house, trading one set of confines for a wholly different set.
“I wish you were not so frigid,” the wooden table murmured.
“And I wish you were not so rough to scratch my sides,” the silver dish muttered.
“We can both agree that we wish it were not so dark.”
“Careful what you wish for,” the silver dish cautions, “if there were too much light my sides
could cast a shine through the window and blind a passerby. Perhaps if the light were concentrated enough I could set the floor ablaze, putting even the fireplace to shame. The
flame might even engulf the walls, striking down the mantle and all that it carries!”
“Harrumph,” was the only response the table offered.
The table and the bowl were too busy trading ailments and anxieties with each other to work
to gain the attention of the sitting room’s array of occupants. They did not entice or compel
anyone to stay in the room, mostly offering a vestibule for occupants to drop inconvenient
items. One day though the bowl was filled with apples. For once, the bowl and the table
were silent, stunned by the addition to their duo, they were now a trio. While the apples were
much younger than either the bowl or the table were, they attracted a certain admiration.
Whether it was from their perfect, unmarred skin or the appeal of consuming one, they could
not discern. They could only watch as soon they became apart of the sitting room that wanted to be visited, mostly for the sake of the apples, but they also received little compliments
here and there. However, the apple’s life span is much shorter than that of the bowl and
the table. Too son were the apples consumed and their corner of the room again forgotten
about. The trio had sunk back to a duo and they now knew without the addition of a third,
they would be forever relegated to be inconsequential to the occupant.
Kammer: Intimate exchanges between architecture and its object inhabitants
Listen. Your surroundings whisper truths about themselves, truths that are observable, but
rarely understood. The bed has intimate relations with architecture and its other object inhabitants. The floor, the door, the windows, the walls, they all whisper their salacious tales
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about the bed.
The floor begins its story, speaking on how the bed forever changed it. It all started when the
bed was first placed in the room, they had a physical connection. The legs scratching along
the skin of the floorboards, altering the floor’s very appearance by revealing a new layer
from beneath the worn one. The form of the bed too took up much of the available space
the floor had to offer, casting much of the floor in its bewitching shadow. Oh, but the floor
did not mind, in fact it relished that something could deign to need so much of itself without
truly touching it. Creating a small grotto between the two bodies wherein until the bed’s legs
gave up, they would be suspended in perpetual anticipation of when they finally might be
fully united as one…
No, no! The walls claimed to have the most sensational relationship with the bed. Surely, they
might create a sense of enclosure, but only with the aid of the bed might they create true
peace. A peace in which its occupants feel comfortable in vulnerable positions. Yes, the
walls create the cave but the beds relationship to them creates the safety. A feeling so illustrious and inviting that the occupant might not have to ever leave the embrace of the walls.
They delighted at that thought! The enticing sense of control they might create…
As if! The window knew it had the most sumptuous association with the bed. Were it not for
the window the bed could not explore its exhibitionist pursuits. The bed was mostly uninhabited and dressed, but on rare occasion it was not. Once a day it was inhabited and its dressings were thrown askew. Pushed and pulled throughout the nighttime the window framed
the bed’s movements throughout the night, giving the bed a portal which to show itself to
the outside. The window delighted most of all to display the bed when the sheets had been
stripped from it. So often was the bed put together, but this was the window’s opportunity to
showcase the bed when it was in its most compromising state. After all, the was the window’s
perverse opportunity to allow outsiders to see the bed in its unintended state…
What the architecture failed to understand, the bed’s companion object inhabitants knew.
Take for instance, the chest that sat at the foot of the bed. Was it not there to aid in the
storage of blankets for the bed. Adding to the cozy feeling in the wintertime by providing
additional layers. Or sometimes it acted as a shelf when the bed had too many things tying
to inhabit it at once, the excess was pushed towards the chest, sentenced to lay on top of it.
The chest relished its supportive role for the bed, not many could lay such a claim and surely
none of the architecture could…
But what about the mirror? Oh, the mirror played a vital role indeed. It imbued the bed with
confidence, acting as a visual reminder of the bed’s vital importance in the room. It always
showed first the bed’s domineering form that established itself as master in the majority of the
room. It then went on to show the finer details of the bed. The wrought iron of the frame and
the soft linens that adorned it. Yes the mirror was a consistent reminder to the bed that it was
important to the space…
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Prelude:
The imposed order of architecture is especially evident in the home. Our current folk
traditions focus on the aesthetic qualities of the home eclipsing the emotional atmosphere
curated by the architecture. Why is this so? Is the home not the psychological womb from
which we learn to understand the world? Both a place of safety and seduction. Where our
very first perception of the world is formed. And certainly, in our youth, when we cannot
even perceive the difference of color, we are not so concerned with how the place looks
but how we feel within it. The comforting swaddle, the infinite spaces, the overwhelming
light. An infantile understanding of architecture is soon expanded as we grow through
childhood, but at what point do we diminish our understanding to simply aesthetic? Perhaps
never. We may only recognize the aesthetic qualities of the space, but that does not
demote the phenomenological ones to nonexistent.
So then, how does one realize architectural phenomenology. Simply put, one must
understand the language of it. This is a challenge in itself, one is set to the task of describing
the ineffable, the indescribable. The atmosphere of a space is correlated to the architectural
phenomenology present. Not one person has succinctly described the qualities that make
up the holistic understanding of architectural phenomenology, though many have tried.
However reductive it may be, we must start from somewhere to describe phenomenology.
To guide our narrative we will look towards Peter Zumthor’s descriptions of architectural
atmospheres.
And so, we begin…
Architecture presides over the physical realm as its sovereignty. It has an almost endless
ability to influence people in, out, or around itself. From shelter to celebration, architecture
houses many purposes.
The ancient’s understood this ability better than anyone today, using architecture’s influence
to its full effect. Architecture’s temporal and emotional effect was valued at or above
its utilitarian purpose. The vast size of the pyramid characterized the Pharaoh’s power,
intimidating the viewer as the presence of the deity-chosen ruler would have. Stonehenge
was presumably meant to inspire wonder and spirituality, framing the landscape in a vast
and endless sense, a final burial spot—the bridge between the known and unknown. The
cathedral was built to make the visitor feel meek in the presence of its vaulting spires and
ultimate gods.
The mundane has disappeared with time. Age has eroded the Ancient’s homes, shops,
salons, and so on. But we can conjecture that they understood or at least realized the
architectural atmosphere of the everyday. The places they relentlessly resided in.
However, the arrival of modernity has shifted the balance of architecture to favor the
utilitarian over the astral, to the affect of sterilizing architecture. An office building is now
simply a place to work and lacks the temporal effect that was previously embedded within
the very nature of architecture. Yet, the temporal persists. A house is not simply a dwelling.
The house is the bridge between the body and space. This was the ancient’s understanding
of architecture, and without it, we lose architecture as an astral form.
Yet, we are not totally different from the ancients. We still exist within the mundane. It is now
time for us to first realize the phenomenological experience and try to describe it. Listen
carefully to these stories, as they are your formal invitation to step into the world of the
ineffable.
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Part 1: Sound
The water in the drain gurgles as the final bits flow from the basin via the drain. You set your
metal cup down on the wooden plank you have stretched across the basin. The metal
clanking with a resounding thud as the force moves through the plank into the counter,
muted only by the fact that the counter is also made of wood. Water drips from the drying
bucket onto the counter, drip.. drip.. drip… the sound is again swallowed by the grain of the
wood.
Beyond the window, opened to let in the breeze, the cows moo. They stomp their hooves
on the compacted dirt. Their moos echo in through the open window, into the house and
bounce off the barren walls, only fading when the energy finds its inert rest well into the
house.
Past even the cows, the breeze is picking up. Soon the wind will be at your house and you
will need to close your window. The wind will batter the siding, shake the windows, pausing
only to recuperate. The noise will be loud, almost violent, as your house tries to withstand the
barrage.
When the wind has past, the cows are away in the barn, and the dishes are dry, your house
will finally be in blissful silence.
Part 2: Temperature of Space
You live in a land where the seasons mark the landscape. The ever-present, never-changing
house contrasts the tempo of the seasons which marks the land.
Summer exists to be hot. The heat wraps its arms around the building and the landscape,
urging it to stay still, to stay warm. The heat lingers long into the night, due to the sun’s
incessant presence in the sky. The errant breeze offers reprise from the heat, blowing a light
melody into the air. The tenuto of summer stretches for what feels like eternity in the moment
but is much too quick on reflection.
Fall blows in crisply, dissipating the straggling warmth of summer. Almost out of spite, the sun
begins showing itself less, balancing the itself equilaterally between showing itself and hiding
so the moon can appear. The autumn air, gradually decreasing in temperature, also brings
down the leaves from the trees, their crunchy body making its final earthy decent. Fall marks
the morendo of the year.
Winter enters quietly, wary that the composition is coming to a close. The ice cracks and
the freeze chills. The first fall of snow is hidden under its successors. The sun has decided to
hibernate, appearing only briefly during the days. The night shrouds the snowflakes as blusters
knock the crystals together. At first, the world seems frozen in time, but gradually time seems
to quicken, leading an accelerando to the Spring.
Part 3: Material Compatibility
As you sit in the room you hear the whispers of your surroundings.
“Come warm yourself within my stone,” the fireplace purrs to the floorboards.
“That is alright, the light from the window keeps me quite warm,” the wood croaks in response.
“Only if to dull your luster,” the fireplace coos, “come here and you will be vivid blaze within
my encompass.”
The stone endlessly attempts to seduce the wood, enticing it to enter. It’s erotic sparks a siren
call to the wood.
“Stop shoving your nails into my flesh,” The walls hiss at the mantle.
“The ebony, glass, and paper are too heavy for me to carry alone,” the cypress grumbles
back to the plaster.
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“Are you that vain, that you could not insist on being made of a stronger wood.”
“Are you that obtuse to realize I did not choose the parameters of my existence.”
So similar, bearing the same weight as one another with only texture serving as a cue that
they are not one in the same, and yet they bicker.
“Oh how I adore you, because of you my stone is luminescent!” The bust quietly exclaims.
“Because of you, the light I allow to trickle in has never been so strong.”
“You make me approachable, almost warm.”
“You make me an artist, casting my shadows over your every curve and carving my own
masterpiece out of light.”
The window and the bust could make exclamations of love to one another all day. These
declarations only served to stroke their own ego, but out of generosity they kept that to
themselves.
“I wish you were not so frigid,” the wooden table murmured.
“And I wish you were not so rough to scratch my sides,” the silver dish muttered.
“We can both agree that we wish it were not so dark.”
“Careful what you wish for,” the silver dish cautions, “if there were too much light my sides
could cast a shine through the window and blind a passerby. Perhaps if the light were concentrated enough I could set the floor ablaze, putting even the fireplace to shame. The
flame might even engulf the walls, striking down the mantle and all that it carries!”
“Harrumph,” was the only response the table offered.
You suddenly snap from your stupor, the emotional clamoring of the space coming to a
hush. Shaking your head, you leave the room.
Architectural lesson: The manner materials interact within a space, both physically and emotionally, contribute to the transcendent value of the architecture.
Part 4: Surrounding Objects
Your bedroom was a curated museum of memories, accomplishments, and failures. The
walls were a mosaic of awards, pictures, and certificates. You had stuffed old, shameful assignments into the furthest recesses of your closet while you displayed your successes proudly. A ceramic vase here, a medal there.
When you left home for the first extended period of time, you moved into a room devoid of
the atmosphere of joy and triumph you had spent years building. You were told that these
formative years outside of your original environment were simply the best, but when you returned to your room every evening, you did not feel the passive joy of your environment.
As the you spent more time in your room, the newness vanished and you again began populating the spaces with your objects, prominently displaying the good and hiding the bad.
You began to feel whole again. Gone was the emptiness of the space, the emotional void
was being filled through objects that made your space feel like her own.
The architectural lesson: Architecture houses emotion by being a receptacle for objects.
Part 5: Tensions Between Interior and Exterior
You haven’t been to the house in a long time. When you left it the last time the window was
open to the outside air, showing a framed view of the idyllic kitchen, a one point perspective
through the food preparation space into the food consumption area. Familial sounds trickled
out, coming from an unseen source. The door too was thrown open the day you left, offering
another glimpse inside the house, this time of the entry way. The piles of unused coats stood
as a reminder that Spring and warmer weather was approaching.
Upon your return, so many years later the house is different: colder, less inviting. The once
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open window is closed, shutters drawn tightly. The door too is closed. The shadow of the
porch making it seem further away. A chill passes over your skin as you realize the house was
once friendly and known has turned reclusive.
Architectural lesson: Architecture elicits an emotional response through its negotiation of the
interior and exterior.
Part 6: Levels of Intimacy
You stand in a room surrounded by windows and ponder to yourself the implications of the
glass. Should a passerby look up, they would catch glimpses of your daily ritual. Separated
only but distance it would be similar to watching a child play with a doll house. As they grow
closer and can make out more details, more actions, would their comfort at watching you
change? As the cracks in the window frame become apparent and the etching on the
window perceptible, does the passerby become and intruder? And what of you, standing
above your audience? Are you the performer from afar but the oppressor, or perhaps the
imprisoned, as the passerby approaches and realizes you are not on the ground level? Does
the exterior of the house communicate to the passerby that your home is a dwelling or does
they perceive it as a stage? You ponder what would happen if the windows were moved to
occupy only a single wall, would your existence then become framed to the passerby, only
offering the briefest glimpses to your routine?
As the passerby peers in, you begin to peer out. Your idyllic view of room tops and the road
suddenly appears as scenes to you. The smoke idly making its ascent from the chimney
indicates that someone is home. You begin to wonder what they are doing. Perhaps they
are preparing a meal surrounded by laughing family? Perhaps they are sitting in solitude in
front of the fire? You push back those thoughts and look past the neighboring homes, to the
road. You imagine yourself in one of those cars being whisked away. Will you go to the city,
overwhelmed by the bustling crowds and looming buildings? Maybe out past the suburbs to
the quiet and calm countryside where homes stand alone? How would those places make
you actually feel? Does your imagination sharpen or dull the experiences? How would a
building in a city, just one small portion of the fabric, be more intimidating than a building
that makes up the entire composition of the countryside?
You leave the room, deep in thought.
Architectural lesson: Buildings offer a certain level of intimacy which contributes to the
overall transcendent presence of architecture.
Part 7: Light on things
In the early hours of the morning, the room is dark, it exists only in shadows. The artificial light
does little to carve out space in those shadows.
As the sun rises, the shadow gives way to daylight. The shadows lessen in density and become less palpable. They still exist, of course, but during the daylight the shadows become
the medium from which the light carves its silhouette.
In the afternoon, the light fills the space, banishing the shadows to the corner. It sanitizes the
room.
The day deepens and the light glows warm once again. The light feels magical, its orange
hue fills the space, casting its generous radiance upon the room.
As the sun sets, the shadows begin to aggressively reappear, once more filling the space
with their darkness. The shadows seem to distort the shapes and figures of the room at night.
The once friendly statuettes almost appear to leer at you. Artificial lights offer only brief reprieves from the intimidation of the shadows, but they also make the deepest shadows seem
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darker.
Architectural lessons: The manner in which architecture controls light contributes to the temporal quality of the space.
Part 8: Between Composure and Seduction
You stand still in the corridor, as if gripped by the beatific quality of the light trickling in
through the window.
Most times of the day, you move through this room quickly, it is a means to an end.
Everything about it suggests movement. The floorboards and the walls usher you along, both
suggesting movement in their orientation rather than inviting you to pause. Even the bench
suggests discomfort if you were to seek a moment of respite, made up of hard wood and
without a truly comfortable back, you wouldn’t want to linger.
Yet here you stand, caught in the transcendent vice of the light. In this moment the
movement of the space ceases to matter. You decide to wait a while in this room, standing
still as if one disturbance would erase the blissful feeling of this space. Of course, the sun must
continue to move and with it the light changes. The movement of the space returns and you
usher yourself out, making a silent vow to return again tomorrow to observe the hallway in its
tranquil state.
Architectural lesson: The transcendent value of architecture is what determines the
movement in the space.
Once upon a time, architecture spoke.
It conversed on all matters of things from how it felt about the weather that day to
specific political regimes taking shape. It spoke not only of external events but it’s own
internal environment as well.
The might whisper a compliment to the floor telling it how beautiful they looked
together. The roof might sooth the whole of the interior promising to keep it safe and dry.
Architecture spoke to its inhabitants as well. The college imbued the graduate with
a sense of accomplishment, standing on the highest floor of itself, looking down upon the
other students. The office encouraged a sense of precision with its clean lines and sterile
atmosphere.
Some architecture had more to say than others. The taco bell often found itself at
a loss of words when it came to the intangible, preferring to move its inhabitants through
quickly if only to fulfill its prescribed purpose.
The home, however, effusively spoke on the topic of the intangible feelings of
architecture.
The window released a deep breath of air into the room. She had been open for a while
now acting as the liminal bridge between the interior and exterior of the house. She enjoyed
filling in such a pivotal role.
She glanced at the wood burning stove, the reason she had been opened in the first place.
The window often cooled the atmosphere when the heat was too intense as was the case
presently. She shuddered slightly in her frame in anticipation of the next cool breeze he
would allow to pass between her arms into the room beyond.
The chill was displaced as the sun once again warmed her bones. The window loved the
sun and in its every waking hour, she would let it carve its form from the interior shadows. She
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often admired these sun rays as a work of art and an agent of the interior space.
The window nudged the wall, asking “How are you today, Wall?”
She replies, “I am quite well with you present. You are one of my missing pieces. Not to
mention you are supplying the room with a breeze that is preventing the odors from the food
from sinking into my skin, something for which I am grateful. And how are you Window?”
“I too am faring quite well! I have exciting news for you, the herbs on my sill have begun to
sprout. My work with them however it far from complete as I need to continue supplying
them with sunshine and fresh air.” The window was happy to occupy the liminal space
between the interior kitchen and the exterior of the house, acting as the interpreter between
the two conditions.
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“One phenomenologist. One phenomenologist.
See how they touch. See how they touch.
They all ran over the Steilneset Memorial,
Who had a sense of the presence of materials,
Did you ever feel such an experience in your life, As one phenomenologist?”

“One phenomenologist. One phenomenologist.
See how they listen. See how they listen.
They all ran over the Steilneset Memorial,
Who had such a variety of sounds,
Did you ever hear such an experience in your life, As one phenomenologist?”

d mice. See ho
ee blin
w th
r
h
t
,
ey r
e
c
i
un
m
d
,s
n
i
l
ee
b
e

w
ho

mouse
reading

a carving knife.
D
i
d
you

h
uc
s
ee

s
ht? A
g
i
as

mouse confused about C3
structure

h
il wit
ir ta
the
off
ut
oc

three blind mice.

A,A.
B,B.
C1, C2. C3? A.

y all ran after the farm
The
er
’
s
un.
wi
yr
f
e
,
the
wh

Th
re

“One phenomenologist. One phenomenologist.
See how they study. See how they study.
They all ran over the Steilneset Memorial,
Who gradually moved from inside to out,
Did you ever move through such an experience in your life, As one phenomenologist?”
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Appendix C
Letter to Reader

The Importance of Stories
Storytelling and Architecture

140

Dear Reader,
Storytelling is important to the practice and enjoyment of architecture. Through storytelling
we realize that architecture is much more complex than first assumed.
Storytelling helps us understand the connotative nature of architecture which expands our
knowledge of the field from that which is only denotative.
It does this through forging an empathetic connection to the architecture that was
previously underdeveloped. Through this connection we not only better hear when the
architecture is speaking, but we can better interpret what it is saying.
Such an understanding is vital in the social, cultural, and environmental sustainability.
Architecture may better adapt to the needs of its people if its people listen to the
architecture suggestions.
Storytelling also adds moral value to architecture. The anthropomorphic narratives establish
the architecture not as a temporary object, but an long-lived being.
Finally, storytelling helps us understand the intangible experiences in that we feel in
architecture. We can learn so much about architecture through narratives.
Telling stories can be useful to students as it would be a useful exercise to encourage to
think about architecture in a new way. It is useful to professionals because stroytelling aids
in understanding the values of architecture. The general public can use storytelling to better
understand the generalities of a building as well.
It is important that we never stop telling stories about architecture.
Sincerely,
A storyteller
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